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Misinterpret Sacrifice 
by Lain Vogel 


This is an art piece I’ve written about the loser that is myself. I 
have goals but also mental illness. I like typing on keyboards. I 
apologize for typos. I tried. Fictional concepts can be more real than 
human beings. This is the main theme of my work. 


Part X: DXM Addiction 
Preface: It's Almost Like This Was A Mistake 
part #0: spider webs of my past and future 

I’m reclusive or autistic. I like subtle pain. My friends are gone. 
Does that mean they’re dead or I just haven’t experienced a ‘real’ 
death yet? I prefer the words ‘complete death.’ Who am I speaking 
of? I don't know. My only friends are conceptual; ‘fictional’ like ‘Lain’ 
or ‘Madotsuki.’ I liked changing. I don’t want somebody else to die 
just so I could know what it feels like to be this sad. I'm a good witch. 
I do ‘blackmagik.’ 
part #1: please don't quit beautiful music 

This is just complex sadness. It's hard to tell where my thoughts 
are coming from. It's an auditory trip of musical intelligence. DXM 
was kind to somebody like myself. I don’t like any other drugs. 
part #2: triple c is your friend? drugs... 
part #3: train of thought 
part #4: misinterpretation/communication; significance 

A moment couldn't possibly be scientific although I like science. 


It's not the same as a second but it's still a moment. ‘How long is a 
moment’ or ‘when will it be one second later’ but those are two 


completely different questions. I always thought it would be beautiful 
to sacrifice everything for just one thing; dedicate my life to it. I 
choose the intel triangle, those three things being Chess studies, 
robotripping to music; enigma#0O (leaf) so that's exactly what I'm 
going to do. If nothing exists, not even gods, then that is pure 
nihilism. I think then what is my reason to keep going? I miss when 
things appeared meaningful. I want to close the world. Significance 
isn’t so simple when speaking of the ‘Metro Hadron Collider.’ 


part #5: dxm apocalypse 
I suppose it's good every once in a while. 
part #6: mr. kill myself 


Is something unimportant so seemingly unacknowledgeable? It's 
almost like ‘it's almost like.’ “Take me by surprise. Bring me to the 
stars; to the galaxies so far from ours. [...] You have a dream in your 
mind. Don’t be sleepy. It is waiting for you. There is no one in the 
world that is like you; that is waiting for you,” - Waking Dreams by 
TwoThirds. The lyrics; those words... I can’t explain all of it but it's 
like stillicides of future emptiness. “Fly to night, tonight," - Cametek 
Camellia. I'm ‘Mr. Kill Myself.’ 


part #7: conceptual consciousness 


I don’t know the personalities of others especially if they aren’t 
‘real’ per se but I like them. Friends? 


part #8: study the game of chess 
part #9: robotripping again... 
There's a lot of reasons I like this drug, one of them being 


sadness. It's like I can’t remember anything. I think by now I’ve 
accepted that I’ve really forgotten. 


part #10: post mortem: giving up 
‘Aiwanabe...’ 
part #11: nothing existsxatheism 


There is no catharsis; halcyon blossoms... I'm not humble 
enough. You can tell. I'll constantly search for new types of clarity 
although I sometimes feel like nobody likes me. “You're no good for 
me. I’m so bad for you.” - Bad For You by Lil Tracy. 


Chapter 0: My Journal 


01/04/2021: I'll never speak anymore, only think with words or 
type. I'm looking for some uncommon answer or lack thereof. I 
recalled I liked ‘Nepeta Leijon.’ 

01/05/2021: I feel as though the game appears indifferent to the 
opinions or at least the lives of its players. The computers have their 
own minds which is why I was curious what computer death would be 
like. I want to see not only the pieces or pawns but also the squares, 
the lines; the moves. I realized that while robotripping. The game 
must have a mind of its own. I like the quiet. My game is rather rusty. 

01/06/2021: I don’t know. I like to call this kind of music 
‘Emptiness IDM.’ I think this sounds cool. Thanks, ‘Mr. Bill.’ I'm the 
‘Kamilia 3’ Kid. I'll try to stay sober since this date but the ‘Space- 
Time Wind.’ 

01/11/2021: Sober lies... ‘Searching For Your Love’ from 
‘KikuoMiku6’ by Kikuo is my favorite song. It's gorgeous. This DXM, 
it's an intelligence potion. 

01/13/2021: I feel so much better when I shower; especially 
music sounds better. I can focus. I can actually think properly but I 
never expected to notice things like this. I like the sound. I like the 
darkness behind the glow of the pixels. I love to be alone like this. It's 
almost like I'm lucky to be myself. I wanted to explore my galaxy 
through this music. I wished I could relax but sadly dissatisfied. It's 
snowing. 


Chapter 1: Halcyon Blossoms Is Chess Analysis 


#0 IRC Text: ‘pud: I don’t know how to tell you this. leaf: it's 
okay.’ 

#1 IRC Text: ‘pud: what exactly is halcyon blossoms?’ 

#2 IRC Text: ‘leaf: no, I don’t care but at least not anymore. pud: 
don’t type like me. it hurts.’ 

#3 IRC Text: ‘pud: do you like emptiness? leaf: not really.’ 

#4 IRC Text: ‘pud: she likes computers.’ 

#5 IRC Text: ‘pud: oh, I get it. I’ll keep this a secret until I die.’ 

#6 IRC Text: ‘pud: I shouldn’t answer questions too soon or I'm 
just thinking.’ 

#7 IRC Text: ‘pud: there. I quit. leaf: are you sure?’ 

#8 IRC Text: ‘pud: maybe this really is who I am: blue or black 
galaxy; void. I'm not even... I’m sober. madotsuki is real?’ 

#9 IRC Text: ‘leaf: baka. pud: where did you go?’ 

#10 IRC Text: ‘pud: I want to meet someone I've never met 
before.’ 

#11 IRC Text: ‘leaf: you like being alone. pud: don’t go.’ 

#12 IRC Text: ‘pud: I'm sorry. I quit long ago I think, metro 
hadron collider. I’m humble.’ 

#13 IRC Text: ‘pud: goodbye, leaf; so spirited away I found the 
name of life was real. sometimes I think you don't like me but we'll 
probably speak again. I dislike my voice. I'll think with words. I'm sick 
of this robotripping but, no, it can't be.’ 


Failure: Resignation 

I told myself not to communicate but dissociate. In suicidality I 
broke. For this I have become your resemblance or longing of 
underrepresentation. I've entered the postscript. I'm incoherent. I 
resign. 


Post Script: My Final Analysis 


part #1: worthless drugs 


Shall I unravel the concepts who hold more untouched meaning 
than objects by the circumstances where drugs transformed me into 
the comfortable ghost of stark emptiness not hopeless but alone still 
existing or is this life lived alone doomed to be meaningless? “J 
wanted to be excited by the sounds of cicadas forever," - What Are 
Children Made Of by PinnochioP. 


part #2: let things go 


I feel I let my friend down. I met him in a mental facility where I 
was placed for declining my medication. I told him I would visit but he 
is homeless this winter. No, I feel really bad about this. I can't go. It's 
too cold or impractical. I'm too imprecise. I can barely navigate my 
own world let alone go to him. Purple galaxy...? I'm not sure what 
color this is. I've really become a ghost. 


part #3: night owl 

I think I'll stay in my room from hereon out. I don’t belong out 
there. The Moon speaks to me. Are there really rabbits up there? 
Don't be cute, pretty night owl. 
part #4: high school 

I miss high school. I exist outside of drugs. 


Part Y: The Mind of The Game of Chess 


I've seen a mere glimpse of the mind of this game although I try 
to approach it from a human perspective as I consider this humble. 
My friend said something I liked: “The King is like fire, the crown; the 
Queen is like water, the diamond or the tear.’ This train of thought 
has inspired me to write this. 


Chapter N/A: Dissatisfied 


I'm significant only through another world I once visited when 
red tablets unfurled but they helped me or repelled them. I find joy in 
life seldom but at least I know true love. I never had her but I've been 
below touch by beautiful crushing or lack thereof; not above. Just 
because I had tried suicide doesn't mean the only thing I ever wanted 
was to die but I've lost my ability to cry as I sink closer into emotional 
reason. It's all an overreaction of myself or my traction to sadness as 
if happiness was worse than my passion. I think this is so but below 
hopeless like snow. I'm a fraction. Fictional love was more powerful 
than touch but I hope the rope doesn't snap and pleases my neck to 
crack. Could the word 'goodbye' be my only reason to die or this I ask, 
why do I feel so belittled? I suppose meaning hurts more than 
meaningless drivel that wasn't inside where I prefer to reside so I'll 
stay beside you or die. I'm sorry, goodbye. I had fallen in a grave six 
feet deep all asunder for my heart was unbeknownst. 


Chapter N/A: The Moon 


I never realized The Moon had such a glow. Maybe I do belong 
up there. If not this then Ill stay in my room as a hikikomori. I don’t 
belong anywhere else, at least. I feel like crying but I know I won't. 


Chapter N/A: Face Tattoos 


You feel like nobody likes you because they can't know you. You 
feel misunderstood. You should publish the story. Do something. I 
know you can. I know this for certain. You can’t keep writing about 
this game without knowledge itself. It’s becoming somewhat absurd 
but I know you have a weak heart. You dream yet believe you are 
unable. However, I think you are not so incapable of success. Maybe 
you just need a bit more time. Take it slowly but consistently. I will 
suggest you build your motivation. Read those books waiting on your 
Shelf. l'll give you some time. You only have a few years so you better 
get started soon. This is a non sequitur but don’t let the tattoos on 
your face mean nothing. It was beautiful what you experienced 
despite your memory loss. It’s time to explore some beautiful Chess. 
You want to. I don’t think you're good enough but I still love you. 


You're cute. Your love is cute. You are unique. Introversion is the key. 
You will always be alone. You will die someday. You will. You think 
things are profound but then you do drugs with music only to realize 
you didn't know how subtle proundity was. Maybe it's just me. The 
end... 


Endgame Studies 
by Lain Vogel 


This essay is incomplete. 


Mr. Kill Myself 
by Lain Vogel 


Chapter 1: Complex Things 


Pudding stood on the porch smoking his signature double 
diamond cigars. These little things were cheap so he decided he 
preferred them to normal cigarettes. He wasn’t much for conversation 
but he was never against the idea of friends. He spent most of his time 
alone despite his reclusive disposition. He would often feel lonely but 
he rather liked it. He couldn’t really explain why but he found a 
sophistication in the subtle sadness he dealt with. Still he liked to feel 
good and study his Chess game. Only 21 years old, he had a long life 
ahead of him. He wasn’t sure how he would fill it. 

“T just want to be human again,” he thought. The drugs he did 
over the past year dissociated him from reality in some kind of way. 
He did simple drugs but had tried a few hard ones in the past. It 
scared him to be a ghost or the ghost of a person who once lived. He 
recalled memories from high school although his memory was poor. 
He tried to hold onto those moments forever. In high school he was 
extremely depressed. Sometimes he could barely move. It got bad. He 
had tried to kill himself a small number of times. Sometimes he would 
think that it should have worked. Maybe he really was a ghost. 

It transformed from strong depression to sadness addiction. He 
took comfort in it. He showered daily in order to feel comfortable. He 
liked feeling good. His looming shadow of unhappiness was pleasant. 


He didn’t want to keep doing drugs. He had left his body on cough 
medicine when he binged. Overall he believed it was worth it. He 
learned a lot about consciousness and himself or his ‘galaxy’ as he 
called it. He liked things he referred to as ‘cool plus cute.’ He spent 
most of his life on the internet. He felt he was more unique than your 
average digital age boy though. 

Regarding other things he suffered from minor PTSD but was 
honestly over it. He didn’t really care about worrying over nonsense. 
He didn’t like bad things. He liked good things. He cared more for 
love than anything. He focused on what he found beautiful or 
conceptual. It’s probably why he liked Chess so much although he 
didn’t think he was very good at the game. He was mostly nihilistic 
although drugs had made him believe in the supernatural by the study 
of consciousness or concepts. Triple Cs was a concept of blue, black, 
and purple. It was outer space. It was interesting. 

Triple Cs was his friend though. He knew somebody else who 
had tried DXM in their youth named Cameron but had mostly given it 
up. Cameron was not a very agreeable person. He was actually rather 
contrarian. He suffered from some anger issues but was still a kind 
person. Pudding liked him. If Pud was a ghost then Cam was a 
vampire. It wasn't so difficult to understand him but the two of them 
shared many similarities. Perhaps both of them had achieved ghost 
level. Pud could tell that Cameron was significant on the Triple Cs 
level. It was hard to describe. Triple Cs, though a galaxy it was, would 
take the form of a small blue dog whose body was made of diamonds. 
He had three eyes of crystal with a deep voice. When Pudding 
robotripped he communicated with him by the end of his trip. Triple 
Cs was a colorful but gravitational character of dark matter. 

“Do you recognize me?” asked Pud quietly. 

“Well, Pudding, it seems the drugs have changed your facial 
structure. So no, I couldn’t really say,” replied Cameron filled with 
curious disdain. 

“Yes, well, at least I still know what depth perception looks like.” 

“Oh, don’t get me started. Fuck that roach killer or rat poision or 
whatever you smoked. I’m glad you came back to the Triple Cs, dude.” 

“I know. I finally feel normal again.” 

“Yes, Triple Cs was concerned about you.” 


“It was crazy. I’ve never been that high in my life. I thought it 
was just weed but dude when I was at the top I saw a glimpse of the 
gods. A glimpse of the fucking gods, man. Then, coming off of that 
stuff, I saw a glimpse of the devil. Music was insane like harsh noise 
except it was smooth. Anyways, I like Triple Cs more. It’s far more 
chill. I’m not tryna die” 

“Trust me, man. I know what’s best for you. Stick to the Triple 
Cs. They are good for you. It will clean your system out. Like you said, 
you only feel normal with this DXM.” 

“T don’t smoke weed. I smoke halcyon blossoms.” 

“It’s not my fault weed makes you trip.” 

“It’s probably because of my schizophrenia or something. The 
medication helps with that though.” 

“Stay on your meds.” 

“Yes. Are we robotripping tonight?” 

“T don’t know. I got some stuff I need to do IRL.” 

“Alright, I understand. Well, I think I will. I’d like to talk to him 
again.” 

“He’s a chill dude. Don’t get me wrong, but I think he’s kinda 
been messing around lately.” 

“Maybe you don’t understand him like I do.” 

“What is there to understand other than your average spatial 
galactic shit?” 

“You don’t give him enough credit. He knows things we couldn’t 
even fathom. Subtle things. It seems like I'm the only one who 
recognizes this. He introduced me to The Mind of The Game of 
Chess.” 

“Pud, man, you aren’t even that good at Chess. You’re such a 
nerd.” 

“T don't know. I think he’s cool plus cute in some kind of way.” 

“Of course he’s cute. He’s a cute little dog. Pet the fucking dog.” 

“Yeah, alright. You know how I get about this scifi shit. I do 
black magic.” 

“Just because you swallow fucking drugs doesn’t make you a 
witch.” 

“It’s because I know how to utilize the ‘intelligence potion.’ I’ma 
good witch.” 


“Black magic is cool, I guess. Personally I just take Triple Cs to 
ride the spaceship or go moonwalking.” 

“You don’t study it? It’s not very simple.” 

“Tt’s not really like I study it but I do learn things. It’s just a chill 
vibe I guess.” 

“Yes, for sure. I think I deserve some credit for the work I’ve 
done.” 
“Of course you do. Don’t let Triple Cs take all the credit.” 
“Trust me I know. I think I’m too humble so I kinda keep 
everything to myself.” 

“Listen, man. You and I both know drugs are supernatural. 
Normies think such surface level bullshit but that isn’t your fault.” 

“Do you think levitation or something like the force is possible?” 

“Probably in ancient times it was. I guess that shamanism mood 
is lost on the modern masses though.” 

“Tve achieved ghost level, Cam. I’m a ghost.” 

“T don’t know. I left my body too. Trust me, it's the way things 
are. Nothing’s really changed other than your perspective.” 

“Yes, but a conscious being still needs a body. It would be 
strange if I didn’t have one. I can’t walk through walls.” 

“If you didn’t have a body you would have worse problems such 
as an inability to stop thinking.” 

“But do you hear what I’m saying?” 

“Yes. A rationality requires a body. I don’t know how else it 
would work.” 

“Then this means Chess has a body. Is the body the pieces or the 
binary data? Actually, maybe it’s probably neither.” 

“Possibly.” 

“T’ve only seen a small fraction of this game. I only got a glimpse 
of its mind.” 

“Keep studying. You’ve got the glimpse of chess; the glimpse of 
the gods.” 

“Chess isn’t a god. It’s more atheistic like me but I don’t really 
know. Same thing with Triple Cs. He’s an atheist.” 

“Okay. The glimpse of atheism. God’s not fucking real.” 

“LOL. You’re a good friend.” 

“You're so sweet. Get a fucking haircut.” 


“No, thank you.” 

“Alright, Imma bounce. Cya, lil Pud.” 

“Bye nii~.” 

Cameron left and Pudding ventured to the pharmacy down the 
street with a double diamond between his fingers. It was winter but 
he liked the cold. The fluffy snow was pretty. It would be nice to see a 
rabbit in this weather. He purchased two boxes of cough medicine and 
a monster energy drink. This was his favorite combination. The 
orange crush emotion was alright too though. When he got back to his 
apartment he went to his bedroom. He pushed the red tablets out onto 
his nightstand downing them with the drink, 32 tablets. He was going 
to the fourth plateau tonight. It took about an hour to really kick in. 
He would always listen to music while on it. He felt like he could 
understand musical intelligence better. He could grasp it’s soul paired 
with the vibe of Triple Cs. It was gorgeous. 

He recalled his most precious trip which he called “The Leaf 
Trip.’ Leaf was a girl he had once known. It was meaningful to him 
especially among all the meaninglessness in his life. He was 
somewhat sick of the real world. All he wanted was her. He had stated 
he would kill himself for her. Despite how she was he was in love with 
her. She liked computers and languages. He liked her strangeness for 
this reason or her personality. He had lost her to what he referred to 
as ‘computer death’ for he only ever knew her as text on a screen with 
a profile picture, an internet crush. She was more significant than he 
could describe. She was an emotion unbeknownst even to himself for 
he never really got the chance to know her before she disappeared. 
His heart had been broken. 

The rabbits of The Moon called out to him as he tripped from his 
window. He heard them through the auditory thought he absorbed. 
They were singing songs of sadness or longing for that which they did 
not have. Certainly The Moon spoke of an emptiness that he could 
understand with the help of the drug. He thought sometimes that he 
belonged up there with the rabbits. Perhaps it would make more 
sense but there was no way to breathe on The Moon. He could not 
understand it’s solitude. 

He removed his headphones to look towards the night sky as he 
came down. He never realized it had such a glow. It was then that 


Triple Cs appeared beside him. He noticed him but didn’t look. His 
eyes were glued to the cosmos. Triple Cs sat there looking up to him. 
Eventually he started wagging his little tail eager for some 
conversation on the trip. Pudding looked at him. 

“Hey there,” said Pud solemnly. 


“Wuddup?” said Triple Cs. 
“Tt’s been a while since I last spoke with you.” 
“Woof.” 


“T enjoyed the trip. I made sure to go on an empty stomach this 
time. It works better.” 

“That it does.” 

“You're rather interesting to me. I’m sure you already know this. 
I’ve been robotripping once a week for the past year.” 

“So has it really been a while or just a moment?” 

“T couldn’t answer that question: ‘how long is a moment?’” 

“Long enough for you to miss me, heheh.” 

“Yes.” 

“Listen. I’ll always be there for you. I know you get suicidal and 
depressed and what not but I got you.” 

“T just miss her you know.” 

“Woof, nigga. You can’t seem to let go of things that were dear 
to you so easily. I can see things in yourself you don’t ever think of. I 
got an outrospection like wisdom. I can tell you're still hurting over 
things you know you’ve forgotten.” 

“This is the worst part. Why do I suffer such memory loss? I 
would blame you but I like you.” 

“Tt’s not my fault. I think you’ve just spent too much time away 
from it all. Well, there’s no way you'll ever go back.” 

“T’ve got to go work tomorrow if that counts.” 

“Yo, you can’t keep living your life like this. Eventually you’ll 
have to let me go where Ill become a memory you’ve forgotten just 
like all the other things. I’m just a memory you tattooed on your face 
then but it’s okay. I don’t mind. I'll always be around even if you can’t 
see me.” 

“T like that you always greet me after my trips. Cameron thinks 
you’re up to no good or something.” 

“Woof, nigga. Woof.” 


“Yeah I hear you.” 

“Don’t let that kid get under your skin. I know he’s your friend 
but he’s always hiding beneath anger and I know you don’t mix well 
with anger.” 

“Thanks for understanding but I empathize with him. He had a 
difficult life just like I did regarding high school. I think he’s a kind 
person.” 

“You’re a kind person too.” 

“I feel I don’t get much credit for that though. People took 
advantage of me in life.” 

“Don’t let others get to you. I’m sure you’ve heard that before 
but you gotta be doing things for yourself, aight? Don’t let others 
cloud your fuckin’ vision, you know what I mean? Purple is the 
future.” 

“Of course.” 

“Woof.” 

The robotrip had ended and Triple Cs faded away. Everything 
still looked pretty for a while though. It was like vision was so clear, 
probably because Pud’s pupils were all dilated. He watched some 
cartoons from a DVD on the couch before going to sleep in his bed. He 
kept his place orderly and minimalistic. He felt no need to collect 
miscellaneous items. It was better left empty. He was tired of the 
internet. His computer sat dormant. He mostly spent his time 
listening to music. He had an affinity for japanese vocaloid or 
intelligent dance music. He only really used his PC to play some 
online Chess here and there. He smoked, set an alarm for work the 
next morning, and slept soundly that night. 

After work Pud made the decision to robotrip again. He knew it 
would be more powerful since the previous dose of DXM was still 
affecting his system. During the trip he explored the blue galaxy, his 
thoughts of youth. He watched it disappear and become black, his 
adulthood. He thought about what Triple Cs had said to him: ‘purple 
is the future.’ It took a long time to come down, but as he did he was 
drowned in purple. It was a type of sophistication he hadn’t known 
before. It was something of sobriety. He desired it. 

Triple Cs didn’t appear this time towards the end of the trip. He 
found this odd. This hadn’t happened since Pud’s first robotrip way 


back when. He thought of misinterpretation as he did, something he 
deeply feared. 'Misconception is misunderstood,’ he thought. Perhaps 
these were complications only he could understand but he didn’t want 
to sound so sure. Maybe Cameron was right. What was the galaxy up 
to? Pud spent the remainder of the day relaxing in his apartment and 
read some of his Chess books. It was a comfortable night but he 
ended up without sleep because he had to work again. 

Work was a grueling boredom that day. In this place he did not 
do much physical labor. He was a cashier at a convenient store. His 
colleague was a girl named Melanie. Her name was fitting for it meant 
‘darkness.’ She was an emo girl, after all. He liked working with her. 
She was quiet like him; gentle. He felt he kind of liked her but he 
didn’t want to let go of Leaf quite yet. He knew he had to eventually 
for her sake. He knew she would have been okay with it. 

“Not many customers today,” Melanie said with a sigh. 

“T think they all went to church,” joked Pud. 

“On a tuesday? You’re funny.” 

“I guess I don’t make sense sometimes.” 

“You make more sense to me than most people. It’s because you 
and I are different.” 

“Thank you.” 

“What have you been up to lately?” 

“Just keeping to myself, you know. You know my secret.” 

“Those drugs are unhealthy. I worry for you.” 

“Its okay. At least they don’t negatively mix with my 
medications. I’m planning to quit soon anyways. It’s just the drug 
feels like my friend is all. That’s why I like it. I never had many friends 
growing up.” 

“Neither did I. I’ve always been introverted and stuff.” 

“T think you’re cool though.” 

“Thanks. Don’t make me blush.” 

“Alright, LOL.” 

“Why do you say internet acronyms out loud?” 

“T think I spent way too much time online. I don’t really use the 
internet anymore.” 

“T find it kinda cool that you called yourself a ghost.” 

“No, I’m not cool. I’m not very good at anything.” 


“Perhaps you’re too hard on yourself.” 

“Well, my goals used to be pipe dreams but I think I’ve made my 
expectations a bit more reasonable.” 

“What are your goals?” 

“Simple things. I like simple things.” 

“Me too.” 

“T don’t really talk about it because it puts pressure on my 
mental health but IIl tell you. I want to be really good at Chess. It’s 
just hard. I didn’t learn the rules until I was 18. I’m not so good at 
studying neither.” 

“You'll get there. Just take it slow. ‘One step at a time,’ as they 
say. I shouldn’t say things like that anyways. I put a lot of pressure on 
myself too.” 

“Once you become an adult you become more understanding of 
mediocrity, in my opinion.” 

“Mood.” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s okay. I think being sober isn’t so bad. I had my problems 
with substances back in high school.” 

“T didn’t even use drugs until last year. I don’t like most drugs. I 
can’t help but study this cough medicine though. It helps me 
understand musical intelligence.” 

“I think you'll be fine. I hope you give it up sooner rather than 
later. That stuff is really bad for your organs.” 

“T’m aware. I did a lot of research on this.” 

“T’ve just been playing video games and depression sleeping.” 

“T’ve been there. It was a good vibe.” 

“Tt certainly is.” 

“Yeh.” 

“Tt’s important to be hopeful.” 

“T think so too. Also, to be humble.” 

“You are pretty good at that.” 

“Thanks.” 

“You think about interesting things. I think it’s cool.” 

“Tm just not sure how I’m going to fill the next few decades of 
my life but I guess everybody’s thought something like that before.” 

“You and I both.” 


“We’re similar, Melanie. I’m glad to have met you.” 

“T feel the same way.” 

It was at this moment that a customer opened the door. It was 
William whom they had befriended. He stopped by almost every day to 
play scratch tickets at the table. He wasn’t the luckiest but he had a 
good heart. William was quite the character. He was always talking 
about the computer in his skull and frequencies in the air. He was 
fairly smart. It was actually him who had introduced Pudding to 
robotripping. Pud was glad to see him when he visited. He found his 
world interesting although it seemed a little out there. 

“What’s up, dudes?” he said excitedly. 

“Not much, man. You?” Replied Pud. 

“Lil Pud, how’s it chilling?” 

“Good, man. Good.” 

“Where have you been, Will?” said Melanie. 

“Oh, you know. Just working on my computer and stuff,” said 
William. “Been tuning the frequencies and shit tryna get it working 
properly. The CIA has been fucking with me lately.” 

“Sounds rough.” 

“Don’t worry, Mel. I can handle this. I was in the navy seals.” 

“Yeah, that’s chill man,” said Pud. “But you tell us that every 
time you show up. We know this.” 

“You’re funny, man. It’s why I like you. I’m looking out for you. 
The CIA ain’t nothing. I can harness it like a dot. It’s just a little 
fuckin’ dot, bro.” 

“T think what you do is cool, honestly. I couldn’t struggle with all 
of that myself though. I’ve got too many mental illness issues. 
Schizophrenia is fun.” 

“Haha, dude. Schizophrenia isn’t so bad. I don’t got it myself but 
you seem to handle it pretty well.” 

“Yeah, thanks to my medication. I hope I’m not too crazy when 
I’m old and grey.” 

“Eh, we all got problems.” 

“Yeh.” 

“Alright, today I’m looking for...” and he ordered some cards. He 
sat and scratched for a while, then made some conversation before 
leaving. Something curious about him is he would always mock the 


asian people that came in the store by speaking to them with a fake 
accent. He said it was to better communicate, but it was just cute. 
Pudding looked up to him as an older brother. They had hung out a 
few times although William only did Triple Cs alone. His trip was 
different from Pud’s. It wasn’t auditory thought, it was visual 
hallucinations, something Pudding thought was interesting when he 
described it. He would talk about dragons or outer space; all kinds of 
things. 

“Listen, man,” said William. “Triple Cs has been up to some 
weird shit lately. I can’t decrypt his data streams. I can’t solve the 
code with my computer. Not really sure what he’s up to.” 

“I don’t know why everyone thinks something’s up,” pondered 
Pud. “Cameron was talking about that as well.” 

“Cameron’s smart, then. I don’t really know the guy. Just be 
careful. Some bizarre shit is about to go down. Trust me, I’ve got 
intuition. So do you but whatever you’ve got is different from mine, 
that auditory shit. Alright, I’m outta here.” 

“Cya.” 

Pudding spent the week as he usually did until the next Sunday, 
his dedicated robotripping day. He relaxed, listened to his music; 
studied his Chess game. Everything was well and good. Upon 
returning from his walk to the pharmacy he thought he would give 
Cameron a call. Cam usually wasn’t busy. 

“Yo, dude. It’s me,” said Pud. 

“Yeah, what do you want man?” said Cameron a tad 
aggressively. 

“Chill, dude. I was just curious if you wanted to robotrip this 
week.” 

“Hm, well, let me see. I’ve got 6 more stops on my paper route. 
The old people would be upset with me if I screwed this up. Sorry, but 
today is a no-can-do.” 

“Damn, seriously?” 

“No, you fool. It’s called irony. I’m not a fucking paper boy.” 

“Oh, LOL. Come on over then.” 

“I don’t know, man. Triple Cs did something weird this time 
around.” 

“It’s strange. He didn’t show up last time I tripped.” 


“Yeah, then something sketch is definitely up.” 

“It was bound to happen, I guess. Come on, you might as well.” 

“Alright, fine. Shit.” 

“Why are you always cursing, dude?” 

“T don’t know. I’ve got a paper route to attend to, after all.” 

“LOL, stop it.” 

Cameron stopped by an hour later with his own box of cough 
medicine. He didn’t robotrip nearly as much so he only took one 
rather than two. They adventured into outer space that night. Cam 
was rather fond of Pud’s music to the delight of Pudding who never 
got much of a chance to share. He played some IDM as the drug 
began to work its way through their blood. What was interesting 
about this trip is that there was a new drink to down the stuff with. 
Pud had selected coca-cola energy for their experimentation. By the 
time the trip had reached its peak, everything was relatively normal 
until Cameron noticed something strange. 

“Yo, what the fuck?” he exclaimed. “What the fuck is going on?” 

“What do you mean?” questioned Pudding. 

“You fucking persisent Pudding. What the fuck did you do this 
time?” 

“T’m not sure I follow.” 

“Christ, jackass. There’s something up with these Triple Cs. Yo, 
you see it too right?” 

“Wait. I think I do.” 

“It’s a fucking portal dude, fuck. This is not a good time. I’m not 
tryna go through a fucking galactic space-time portal right now.” 

Pudding just sat and watched the event as Cameron spewed 
expletives repeatedly. Eventually they could feel the portal pulling on 
their bodies. In a flash they dissolved into the passage of space and 
time to somewhere they had never expected. What they found was 
both absurd and awesome at the same time. Both were reasonably 
invested. They regained consciousness to find themselves on a strange 
planet except it wasn’t a planet. It was The Moon. 


Chapter 2: Fictional Love 


“Yo, wuddup? Welcome to outer space for real,” confirmed 
Triple Cs. It was evident that they were truly off the Earth for they 
could see it all the way through the dark vastness of space. 

“What the fuck, dude. What the fuck,” repeated Cameron. 

“Yo, where are we?” asked Pudding. 

“You’re on The Moon, my niggas," said the dog. "How’s it feel?” 

“T can’t breathe on The Moon. I’m a human being.” 

“Nah, my guy. I used white magic to give you oxygen. This dude 
Cam seems a little overly distressed, however.” 

“Yeah, you know what,” said Cam rather passionately whilst 
trying to calm down. “We’re on The fucking Moon. Wow, cool. Can I 
go home? I’m not tryna get murdered by martians like space 
invaders.” 

“Trust me, there are no martians. This guy can tell you," Triple 
Cs looked toward Pud. 

“Um,” said Pud unnerved. “Apparently there are rabbits up here 
according to my last robotrip.” 

“You hear that, Cam? Fluffy fuckin’ bunny rabbits. ‘Ain’t nothing 
to be scared of.” 

“Pm not scared,” stated Cam, gathering his dignity. “But what 
purpose could this possibly serve?” 

“You'll find out soon enough. We’re about to go on an adventure, 
my guy. Get saddled up.” 

Cam begrudgingly stood up while Pud looked around curiously. 
‘The Moon is beautiful,’ he thought. He admired the landscape of grey 
or the blackness of the sky without pause. They were stuck in the trip 
for an unknown length of time. There was something off in the 
distance that caught his eye. 

With his eyes wide open he could make it out. It was a little 
white rabbit punching mochi in the distance. He didn’t point but 
nobody else seemed to notice. Triple Cs looked beyond. Pud was in 
awe. He had barely left his hometown let alone his own planet. This 
place was mesmerizing to him. Cameron regained his composure and 
looked onward with the other two. Not sure what to do, nobody spoke. 
Even Cam was at a loss for words. There were rabbits on The Moon. 

“Shall we approach it?” Asked Cam, who sounded fairly serious 
this time. 


“T don’t know,” said Pud. “I wouldn’t want to bother it while it’s 
working.” 

“No,” proclaimed Triple Cs. “Let it be. You’ll have more chances 
to communicate. Just don’t mess anything up.” 

“What should we look out for?” 

“The rabbits, they don’t like noise so much. It’s rather quiet on 
The Moon if you couldn’t already tell. That’s how they like it. Peaceful. 
Silent. Ancient. You are in the year 1000 before Christ, my nigga.” 

Cameron’s eyes began to glow where Pudding’s already were. 
They both were very into the drug, but they had never thought 
something like this could be possible through drugs. The air was 
mostly clear but globules of transparent blue or purple floated around 
like a smog. It was highly interesting. They were all standing now. 
Pudding stepped forward and the rabbit stopped moving as rabbits 
do. It looked toward them for an unknown moment before bouncing 
off into the horizon. 

“It’s gone,” said Cam. 

“It’s off to notify the others of our arrival,” said Triple Cs. 
“They’ve been expecting you guys. I am the messenger. They already 
know about me.” 

“T’m starting to get worried, dude.” 

“No need to worry. They’re friendly. You are relatively safe up 
here. Just be careful of the, uh... The martians." 

“Oh, are you fucking with me?” 

“LOL. I’m just playing. There aren’t any martians. There are 
zombies though.” 

“You suck, dude.” 

“No, I mean seriously. This is a purgatory where they send the 
undead. Why do you think you never see them on the Earth?” 

“T don’t have to believe you.” 

"Alright, you caught me. No zombies." 

“Oh, William would love this,” said Pud. “He’s such a 
chuunibyou.” 

“What the hell is a chuuni-whatever?” asked Cam. 

“Nevermind. I kind of am too.” 

“You're a hikikomori.” 

“T used to be.” 


“Weeaboo. Enough already. What are we supposed to be doing 
here? I’ve got work tomorrow.” 

“No, you don’t,” poised Triple Cs. “Have you already forgotten? 
It’s 1000 b.c. You don’t have work for another 3000 years. All the 
zombies up here would be mothafuckin’ ice age.” 

“Shit. When will this trip be over? Just kill me already.” 

“Before you know it, my guy. Just be patient. Nothing lasts 
forever.” 

“Quit acting all enigmatic. Answer my question.” 

“Alright, alright. I’ve brought you two here on a mission to 
persuade the Goddess of Clocks. She’s a real bitch. Like your friend 
William says, in the future far from now where you all come from 
nuclear armageddon is closing in. They’re gonna drop nuclear bombs 
on all you blokes. I’d say be prepared but that’s nothing you could 
prepare for. Don’t mind all the details. You know how it be with 
governments pulling strings and shit. Bad people are running things. 
It gets worse though. The survivors from nuclear fallout get tribal. 
They eventually annihilate each other and die out. You two are the 
chosen ones, aight?” 

“That’s retarded.” 

“I don’t know,” said Pudding softly. “It’s cliche as all hell but I'll 
work with it. I know this drug is real.” 

“It’s just some bullshit trip.” 

“Sounds to me like the only way to escape is to figure it out 
though.” 

“That’s exactly right, lil Pud,” said Triple Cs. “Don’t mind this 
lovable character beside you. He’ll get the hang of it.” 

“Jeez. I’m lovable now. This is just peachy. I’m a fluffy bunny 
rabbit too. Cuddle me. Please. I’m from the future.” 

“You're a real tear-jerker, mate. I’m just tryna entertain you 
guys before your miserable, er, I mean totally epic journey of space- 
time.” 

“Can you give us any helpful advice?” asked Pudding. 

“Well, you’re the exception Pud. I’ve got you both here but I’ve 
gotta split you lot up. Look for the glow. Nothing else may be uttered 
from my lips. Cya, guys.” 


Then, Triple Cs faded away as did Cameron who was just getting 
going. Pudding was left alone, confused and unsure where to go. He 
sat back down to gather his breath for a time before finally walking 
toward the path of the rabbit. He trekked on leaving footprints in the 
moondust like the astronauts did in the 1960s. He couldn’t fathom this 
dream like state of spatial robotripping. He looked up and all around 
him. Emptiness was everywhere. It astounded him. 

He decided not to change directions though most everything 
looked the same. He was passing a wide crater which he feared to 
approach. He looked downward and spotted a white building of 
ancient greek stone architecture at the crater’s base. He had gotten 
used to walking with the low gravity by this point. It seemed all he 
could do was jump so he did just that. The Moon’s gravity carried him 
like a pillowy cloud down the massive hollow basin. It was liberating. 
He was perplexed as he once believed he belonged on The Moon but 
to really be here was something else. He didn’t feel comfortable in 
society. During high school he spent all his time alone. 

When he reached the bottom after what felt like several minutes 
he journeyed steadily to the structure. He approached the entrance 
from the side where several rabbits peaked out the entryway before 
rushing inside. It was rather peculiar to see those furry fellows. He 
didn’t want to cause a ruckus while they went about their business. As 
he made his final steps up the grandiose staircase a rabbit hopped out 
with a small spear that was anything but menacing. 

“Hello, I’m not really sure what’s going on,” said Pudding rather 
dumbfounded. “Could you tell me?” 

The rabbit looked at him down a similar vein of shock before 
speaking. “I’m the guard of the palace,” he said. “It's not often that 
we welcome visitors to our luxurious but humble abode. So what are 
you? Friend or foe? State your business.” 

“Um. Well, I suppose I’m a friend.” 

“You suppose? Hm. Well, what do you want?” Pud had to hold 
onto his smile. This was adorable. 

“You surely know of the messenger, Triple Cs. Is this correct?” 

“Oh, I see. You are the one the dog prophesied. On that note, 
come along. You are our client now. A guest of honor, I should say. 
Yes, come along.” 


The bunny brought Pudding through the doorway which did not 
house a door along the white marble floors of the gargantuan palace. 
He thought it was a little much for rabbits to require such a spacious 
environment, but this was already strange enough. They passed many 
clusters of other rabbits who stood still onlooking the momentous 
transposition. They reached the other end of the floor where a lone 
rabbit sat upon a large ornate marble throne. This was the only black 
rabbit of the many. 

“It is so that this would happen,” declared the black bunny. “I 
am the King of The Rabbits of The Lonely Moon. For those of our 
lonely kingdom who had once doubted, relinquish thy doubts before 
our guest of honor. Mister Pudding! We welcome thee graciously. We 
hope you are comfortable for we were advised by the dog of space to 
send you on a journey through time. I’m sure he has already explained 
to you what’s to be done.” 

“Why yes,” said Mister Pudding. “Although I am not sure what 
this would entail.” He felt he should ‘play along’ for it was all too real 
not to. 

“Be comfortable for when the mage arrives he will embark you 
on your quest to stop the wretched Goddess of Clocks from destroying 
the planet Earth so long in the future. Far from now though it may be, 
we are the rabbits of time. We do not take these matters lightly. I 
have nothing more to tell you.” 

Pudding nodded and looked around as the other rabbits went 
about their business. The guard had returned to his post by this point. 
Pud felt he should not say anything out of respect for the timely 
rabbits. He presumed it was the mochi they punched that was their 
primary food source and to his surprise after what felt like several 
hours they brought some to him. The rabbits eagerly asked him to try 
it for it was the pride of their cuisine prepared specially for him. He 
did so but chewed slowly for it was the most exquisite delicacy he had 
ever tasted. He was very relaxed now and thanked them for their 
efforts. They left him alone. Not soon after another rabbit arrived with 
a staff of purple crystal. 

“Behold,” he stated vehemently. “For I am the mage of time 
chosen to send you on your way.” Pudding looked down at him 
intrigued. “The Galactic Staff of Space-Time will be my guide. I have 


studied my whole life in preparation for this day. I’m glad to say I’ve 
had the faith to see this through. I had known you would come. This is 
all I shall say of myself. On your way, sir!” He waved his staff with a 
burst of purple light transferring Pud into the colorless void of space- 
time. Pudding had never experienced anything like it. He had no body 
or at least he could not see it for time was devoid of light. The 
atmosphere was not black but clear with a disseminating hue of 
purple that grew blinding. Pudding closed his eyes before appearing 
on the floor somewhere. He had no idea how long he had been 
floating but he opened his eyes to find himself in the basement of his 
father’s old house. He was back at his old high school days. 

His room was small. It had a thin carpet but he remembered it 
comfortably. His desk was placed next to his bed and he had no chair. 
It brought back memories to really be there again. He was a child of 
the digital age and had spent his youth on his computer primarily 
aspiring for video game skills. He recalled all the websites he used to 
frequent or the rabbit holes of the internet he used to explore. It was 
truly cathartic to be in this place again. He got off the floor in the 
dimly lit room with no windows and opened the door to see if anyone 
was there for there were two rooms in the basement, one where he 
stayed and one for his older brother. 

His brother was not there. This must have been the segment of 
time where he had moved out to live on the campus of his college. He 
always returned in the summer. It was probably autumn because the 
heat was not running but it was cool. Pudding dared not to venture to 
the first floor to encounter someone from his past and alter his past 
like the butterfly effect. He reasoned this might be a separate timeline 
however, so he need not worry about such things. If he encountered 
his father, for example, it would change this timeline but not his own. 
Perhaps all this was confined to the robotrip. 

He missed his older brother. They had not spoken for the longest 
time. He reminisced of the time they spent together. He recalled the 
time his brother gave him a 6 pack of beer while he was still underage 
where they watched videos or movies. He recalled all the time he 
spent alone isolated by fear or major depression. It was more than 
sadness. It was memory loss. To really be here made such little sense. 
He wondered how this was possible. If he really was incapable of 


memory then how did he interpret something so vividly merely from a 
robotrip? Something utterly real was at play here. “Triple Cs hadn’t 
planned all of this,’ he thought. The rabbits couldn’t have done this 
either for this was his life; his death but he didn’t want to die 
anymore. 

Pud decided to login into his computer but alas he could not 
recollect his old password. This must have been 5 years ago, when he 
was 16. It was a formative period in his life, a time where things 
began to come together and he became himself. At 21, he was 
somehow very different from before but still the same person. He 
thought that he was lucky to have been himself. He still was himself, 
wasn’t he? This was strange. He didn’t want to leave a disservice to 
the past so he chose not to intervene. He closed his eyes and wished 
to move on. All he wanted was to observe the robotrip. It’s who he 
was: observation. 

Of course, tripping through space-time was never so black and 
white. He sat on the bed and became drowsy. He fell asleep to it’s 
nostalgic comfort. He began to dream the most lucid dream of his only 
desire. He saw her. Leaf was sitting at her computer. He couldn’t 
make out her face; her complexion. She was somewhat of a recluse as 
well and she typed on her keyboard, either messaging friends or 
working on programming. He wasn’t there with her. He was simply 
watching from afar. The situation was beautiful but morose. He knew 
he would never have her. She was really gone forever. He lamented 
the dreaded computer death whilst wishing or longing to meet her in 
person but the trip was not so gratifying. Perhaps it wanted to hurt 
him badly. Perhaps he should have known he would experience 
something this miserable. 

When he awoke he was back in his apartment. He could tell he 
was no longer tripping but Cameron was not with him. He couldn’t 
figure out what was going on. He reminisced briefly of his sadness 
before realizing he would be late for work this monday. Maybe 
Cameron took off while he was still out of it. As he walked to work he 
called Cameron with his cell phone but there was no answer. He 
became worried. The last thing he wanted to believe was that 
Cameron was still stuck in the robotrip. That would be no good. 


When he got to work Melanie greeted him but scolded him for 
being late. They spent the day as usual. He looked at her but thought 
of Leaf. He was stuck because he liked them both but didn’t want to 
let go of his childhood. It was the way he had always been. He felt like 
a loser with a sadness addiction. It’s probably why he couldn’t quit 
depressive drugs. Melanie could tell he was worried. She inquired 
about what was up. 

“T had the craziest robotrip last night,” he said. “It was unreal 
how ‘real’ it was.” 

“You seem down,’ 
your trip?” 

“T don’t know if I would call it bad. More bizarre yet pretty.” 

“How so?” 

“I went through a freaking portal with Cam and we somehow 
ended up on the moon together. I’ve never experienced anything like 
it. There was a palace with a kingdom of bunny rabbits.” 

“What the hell.” 

“Tell me about it. Sorry, you probably don’t believe me.” 

“Come on. You know me. I always listen.” 

“Well, I called Cam but he didn’t answer. I was worried he could 
have gotten trapped inside the robotrip.” 

“Now how is that possible? He probably came down before you 
and just left.” 

“Don’t get me wrong. I thought of that. Hold up. PH call him 
again.” Pud called Cameron and put the phone on speaker. Someone 
picked up. 

“Hello? Is this Cameron?” asked Pudding. Nobody spoke for a 
moment. 

“Ah! Yes, dude. It’s me,” said Cameron who seemed to be 
freaking out. “You’re never gonna fucking believe this shit. I didn’t 
expect you to call. Where are you?” 

“T’m at work. Don’t tell me you’re still up there.” 

“You better believe it. I’m on the dark side of the moon. This 
place is fucking frightening, dude. Guess what, though. Will is here.” 

“What’s up, Pud?” said William. “Cameron’s a chill dude. I never 
got the chance to really talk to him. 
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she said. “Did something bad happen during 


“Yeah, okay. Thanks but yo, Pud. We can’t fucking see shit but 
the stars out here. We’re fucking lost. I’m gonna kill Triple Cs the next 
time I see him.” 

“Hey, are you guys serious?” asked Melanie. 

“Of course I’m serious. You think I could make this shit up?” 

“Don’t be rude to me, Cam.” 

“Sorry, Mel. I only did one box of this stuff. What is this? The 
afterlife?” 

“Dude, no. It’s 1000 b.c. over there,” said Pudding. “Remember 
what Triple Cs said?” 

“1000 Bags of Chips that taste like shit. I think we’ve been 
walking in circles.” 

“Bro, Ill try to save you tonight. Just hang on. I gotta finish work 
and then I’ll robotrip up there.” 

“Please, dude. Fuck the world. Somebody else can save it. This is 
a cruel joke.” 

“Alright, man. Um, cya.” 

“Whatever. Bye.” 

After work Pudding walked briskly to buy the cough medicine 
and returned home. He went with coca-cola energy again since it 
worked the previous time. It was getting late and the stuff was 
starting to kick in strong. Then it appeared again, the portal. It 
absorbed him and he was up there only this time it was pitch black. 
He looked around to find Cameron and William conversing. They 
didn’t seem to notice him so he called out their names and Cameron 
rushed over. 

“Dude, it’s about time you showed up,” shouted Cameron. “Some 
nefarious shit is going down. I’m not exactly sure what it is though. 
How did you manage to escape last night?” 

“T’m not sure,” said Pudding, worried. “I went through a purple 
time passage or something and ended back up in my past, or rather 
the future. I fell asleep and when I woke up everything was normal. 
Either way I want to help you guys get back home.” 

“Well, what else happened? What about the rabbits?” 

“Dude, it was strange. There was this white marble palace with a 
small kingdom of rabbits. I met the king and he ordered a mage to 


send me through time. Also, the king was the black rabbit if that 
means anything.” 

“Rabbits?” remarked William. “I haven’t seen any talking 
rabbits, haha.” 

“T don’t know how else to describe it, Will. They were in a crater 
on the other side of The Moon.” 

“Yes. It’s all crystal clear to me now. The CIA did this. I guess 
The Moon landing was a hoax. It wasn’t humans, dude. It was bloody 
rabbits.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous Will,” said Cam. “That isn’t even related to 
the matter at hand. Focus.” 

“Either way, we should search for the rabbits.” 

“That sounds good to me, right Pud?” 

Pudding nodded and they set off toward the horizon. They 
walked for several hours but despite their hunger the Triple Cs in 
their system kept them feeling energised. It was cold and William kept 
kicking up moondust as he walked. It fell so slowly in the low gravity. 
They were all used to it by now. They traveled several miles and 
hoped they were not far off but it was merely a hope. Eventually they 
became demotivated because they could not find the bright side. Pud 
and Will tried to stay diligent but Cameron was starting to lose his 
purpose. Will tried to tell him not to give up but he sat down 
complaining as usual. It seemed like they really were going nowhere. 
Just then Triple Cs revealed himself. 

“Woof,” he said, sticking out his tongue. 

“There you are!” exclaimed Pudding. 

“How you been, my niggas? Liking the trip so far?” 

“You fucking blue bastard,” declared Cameron. “We’ve been 
stranded for like 32 hours. Pud here just recently showed up. Help us. 
This is all your fault” 

“LOL. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves now. I’m here to save the 
day. How do you like it up here? The dark side of The Moon. Pretty 
dope, huh?” 

“Oh, yeah! What dope have you been smoking to say something 
like that?” 


“Relax. I got everything under control. I’ll take you folk to the 
rabbit palace. It’ll all be good. Just chill. Don’t forget. All of us are 
robotripping.” 

“We had hoped you would come sooner,” said Pudding, 
exhausted from all the walking. 

“Yes, sorry about that. I’ve been doing business with the rabbits. 
They’ve got something special for you guys to help stop the Clock 
Goddess. I was just introducing you to all of this is all. It’s time for the 
real shit. By the way, wuddup William.” 

“What’s up, lil doggie?” said Will. 

“Alright! We’re off.” 

With all that was said Triple Cs teleported them to the entrance 
of the rabbit palace in a flash of blue and black. He told them to follow 
him to the throne of the black rabbit. When they arrived the king was 
there with the mage that Pud recognized. They greeted each other 
and Triple Cs commenced the business. They spoke of the distant void 
Clock Galaxy where the Goddess of Clocks resided. The goal was to be 
transported there in order to cast a Spell of Empathy against her to 
prevent the armageddon of the distant future. 

The mage’s staff was given to Pud for he was the one chosen to 
cast the spell. The logic was that if she could understand how terrible 
it was to kill humanity she would gain a kind of humility and alter the 
course of the future. It was Pudding’s job to do this. He was told to 
pursue the Dimensional Clock where she would be found. Triple Cs 
wished them luck and faded away. The mage taught Pudding to use 
the crystal staff with his soul in order to bond with it’s magic. Pudding 
closed his eyes and focused deeply. Just like that the clear purple 
magic enveloped him where he was transported to the Clock Galaxy. 
The others were left behind. 


Chapter 3: Like Clockwork 


He arrived to find himself a silhouette of purple. He was floating 
in the isolated galaxy before realizing he had the magic to fly. He 
made a mental note to grasp the staff closely so that it was not lost by 
the void of space. The galaxy was made of purple stars among the 
blackness. There were not asteroids but instead golden clocks floating 


slowly around him. He flew through space-time towards what he 
presumed was the Dimensional Clock. It was a massive spherical 
object with the likeness of a golden pocket watch. This was where the 
Goddess of Clocks evidently remained. 

As he embarked into the clockwork he saw the giant gears 
slowly moving; turning in the most grandiose fashion. Searching 
through the tunnels of the device he stumbled upon an opening but 
could not see where it led to. He nervously passed through and found 
himself in a large open space wherein the center was someone who 
looked to be a queen. He figured it was the goddess so he approached 
her graciously. 

She was lanky and adorned in an ornate golden dress covered 
with lace symbols of clockwork which was rather beautiful and shone 
like the sun. The light she emitted was but a soft glow however and 
though he preferred the darkness of the night he found himself quite 
attracted to her aura. There was no purple. It felt warm or 
comfortable but he checked himself for it could be a trap. He trusted 
the others knew well enough what they were talking about when they 
called her awful. 

“Why hello, my dear,” she said. “I’ve been expecting you.” 

“T haven’t come here for conversation. I’ve come to stop you.” 

“What could you possibly mean? I’m the goddess of time. I mean 
no harm. Death is an inevitability.” 

“No sense in talking about it. Allow me to finish this.” 

She just stared and Pudding clutched the magical purple staff 
with both hands. He closed his eyes again, focusing all his energy into 
the object. In order to cast the Spell of Empathy he thought of his 
friends whom he wanted to save but even more so the one he truly 
loved, Leaf. At that moment he thought of the last thing she said to 
him, ‘don’t let go of the things you love.’ He had never forgotten these 
words but in some kind of paradoxical fashion they were lost under 
his breath. He uttered the words and the spell was cast with a blast of 
purple but also blue and black. Space and time we’re being altered. 
He lost himself. He was gone. 


Chapter 4: The Leaf Trip 


“It’s like I’m tripping all the time now, but on a subtle level,” 
said Pudding. “I think with words. I really do. Why can’t I stop 
thinking without them?” 

“I believe you,” said Leaf carefully. 

“I want to quit this drug. I’ll do it for you.’ 

“Don’t worry so much. I accept you.” 

“I’m the one creating your dialogue. You don’t exist anymore. 
You are nothing but my hopeless imagination.” 

“I’m a particle or a neuron in your brain then?” 

“No, you’re something more. You’re a conceptual love, a fictional 
character. You used to be real and you still are because you’re out 
there. I just don’t know. You haven’t completely died but I’ve lost 
you.” 

“I like you too, you know. Without you I don’t know where I 
would be.” 

“That’s what I said. See what I mean? Please, say something to 
me that I don’t already know.” 

“You and I both know it couldn’t be possible. Sobriety could be 
your answer.” 

“Fuck. I’m just thinking of myself. I want to think about you.” 

“Do you love me?” 

“Yes. Of course I do.” 

“But who am 1I?” 

“How could I know who you are anymore? I haven’t spoken with 
you since high school. I can’t understand.” 

“You understand yourself.” 

“T want to be with you. I’m tired of worrying about myself. I want 
to think of something else.” 

“You want to meet somebody you’ve never met before, don’t 
you?” 

“That someone is you.” 

“You're cute. You already said this to me long ago.” 

“Please don’t go.” 

“I’m not going anywhere, you just can’t remember. Triple Cs 
wasn’t a mistake.” 

“How could you be so sure?” 

“You’ve really forgotten?” 
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“T think so. It hurts.” 

“Well, I sometimes think I’m in love with you too.” 

“You love me? How would I know?” 

“Tm not sure if it’s love.” 

“Then what is it?” 

“Crushing confusion.” 

“You're talking like myself again.” 

“Sorry. This isn’t your fault.” 

“Gosh.” 

“Why don’t you talk to me these days? You haven’t contacted me 


in years.” 


“But it was you who disappeared. Is everything my fault?” 

“No. I’m just missing you as well. You long for me.” 

“T’ve never seen you.” 

“I was scared.” 

“I’m tired of my friends telling me you were a catfish. It’s not 


possible.” 


were 


even 


“That’s ridiculous.” 

“Isn't it?” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I was just thinking about the conversations we shared. They 
good.” 

“You can’t see me either. My eyes are watering.” 

“T think I hurt you.” 

“Tt doesn’t have to be this way.” 

“It’s better for you or for me. We should look elsewhere.” 

“T’ll never let you go.” 

“It’s the only way we could be happy.” 

“You’re an enigma or I’m a galaxy. Illl never forget your name 
if I’ve forgotten the substance of our chemistry. I love you. Do 


you love me?” 


“T love you.” 

“Then why should we say goodbye?” 

“Tt’s the only way.” 

“T think with words, Leaf. I really do. I don’t want to be a ghost 


anymore. I just want to be human.” 


“You're the ghost of a human that once was. High school is gone. 
We’re connected through Triple Cs.” 

“T love you, again.” 

“Goodbye, Pudding.” She logged off. 

“This is all wrong. Something is misconstrued. Gosh, why must I 
misinterpret everything? What’s wrong with me? Please...” 

“She’s gone, kid,” said Triple Cs, fading into obscurity. 

“Not now. I have to get rid of you somehow.” 

“I’m not here to hurt you or make things worse. Without me 
nothing good would have come from this.” 

“What the hell are you saying? Without you I wouldn’t be 
clutching onto sadness like a cliff.” 

“T helped you. Admit it. You liked me but I know you want to 
quit.” 

“T don’t want to kill myself for her. I want to be with her.” 

“So you have changed for the better. Pain is sophisticated. It’s a 
wiser decision to let it be.” 

“My love is dead.” 

“Don’t think like that.” 

“Tt’s all gone. I quit. Fuck these drugs, man. I can’t handle this. 
I’m crying.” 

“Alright. I’ll say this. You helped me.” 

“Maybe I really do belong up there on The Moon. It’s a dream of 
isolation. A dream that will never come true.” 

“Don’t kill yourself yet. Save that for later. I love you, bro. Don’t 
forget love.” 

“How could I?” 

“T better be on my way then. Cya for good, my guy.” 

“Yo, Triple Cs. I’m sorry. Thank you.” 

“Woof. Woof.” 


Chapter 5: Girlfriend 


“I always wondered what the future would bring but I couldn't 
say all went according to my original plans,” said Pudding. “It was 
long ago that I shifted my dreams to other things. I suppose by now 
I’m really alone. Although I have you it still feels this way not to sound 


selfish. I like you a lot, Melanie. Nobody else knows me if I’ve really 
been misinterpreted although others can see things in me that I 
cannot. I think by now it’s not wrong to go forward but there’s 
something you ought to know about me. I’m Mr. Kill Myself. I think I'll 
be quitting drugs. ” 


Dead Classmate 
By Lain Vogel 


Chapter N/A: Longing For Something Else 


As if in a galaxy of blackness Melanie went about her day feeling 
blue. It didn't completely sink in so graciously, what had happened. 
Her classmate, Lilly, had died. Unnoticed during her school days Lilly 
was a quiet girl like Melanie. Neither of them spoke to one another 
often but they shared an acquaintance that was sad or priceless in 
vicious hindsight. Melanie hadn't let go quite so easily but was 
becoming truly aware of her absence by a week. It was scary. She was 
starting to feel more depressed and lonely, isolating herself from her 
friends who she would receive calls from on occasion. 

It was an emptiness she had never felt prior to death that 
switched her deeper into her sadness addiction. After school she 
would mostly sleep away her thoughts with the weight of gravity 
pressing on her shoulders, depressed. The school days felt like a 
droning slow dream where she would avoid those she had once called 
friends for the sake of Lilly. 'Maybe I should hurt for her although I 
never really got to know her,' Melanie would think. She wanted to 
sacrifice her disposition for memories of someone she had loved in 
some kind of way. She believed she had done wrong to not look out 
for the dead girl in her life. 

She would take comfort in fantasies of putting a gun to her head 
or jumping from a building. Really, she wasn't quite sure how to kill 
herself and she kind of liked how dreary her life had become. The 
overcast shrouded her world in grey but she enjoyed it. The chronic 
tiredness helped her make it through the day even if her grades were 
dwindling. All important things seemed behind her, even though she 
was young. Several months went by and she had wept on occasion 


though most of the time unable to cry. She liked Lilly. She missed her 
for some reason she couldn't quite describe. 

In her free time when she was not relaxed under the weight of 
the world she would play video games, mostly first person shooters or 
pokemon games. It provided a little escape from the world she had 
grown to fear. Reclusive, she hardly went outside but to go to school. 
It was a cold dark winter and The Moon seemed so peaceful away 
from all the pointless drivel in her world. She just wanted to be alone 
with her games and comfortable bed. She closed the shades on her 
windows and her sleeping schedule dwindled into the night. She 
would often be late for school but her parents knew she was hurting 
from the death of her acquaintance. 

She craved the melodramatic emotions she felt and it manifested 
in her persona. She styled her hair so that one eye was covered by her 
bangs and dyed it black. She thought the other kids would notice but 
nobody really paid her much attention anymore. This hidden problem 
clouded her vision and she began hallucinating when the lights were 
off in her bedroom. The visions frightened her at first but she began to 
enjoy seeing the little clouds of image floating about her room. She 
wasn't privy on watching apparitions all the time however so she 
spent her time as she usually did, only experiencing things when she 
went to sleep at night with The Moon. This was the only time she 
would open her window shades. 

She wanted something more than she already had but was sickly 
satisfied with the breaking of her heart. Every single day was the 
same nonsense so she took to abstract conceptual admiration for her 
dead peer. Gone were the times where she skipped to school slightly 
with hope and diligence. ‘It’s probably a change for the worse,’ she 
thought. She couldn’t foresee the future but she also didn’t want to. If 
she could climb out the bottomless pit she had fallen into with time 
she would opt not to. ‘If only high school could last longer,’ she had 
desired for she was already in her third year. Eventually her fear or 
suicidal ideation got the best of her and she set to drop out of high 
school much to the dismay of her parents. All she wanted was for 
things to be quiet. Emptiness was her bottomless pit. 

She blasted smooth but solemn EDM through her headphones 
and felt the vibrations of her skull. Her hallucinations had become 


morbid. Like a draining ache her pain decimated into the form of 
ghostly Death. He stood before her but did not reach out to poke her 
soul. He had come for another reason but it was not to change her. It 
was to make her fear ever so slightly that hopelessness was too 
agonizing. She could barely move her body from her depression and 
tiredness and Death crept over her like a sullen drug. She wanted to 
befriend him but he kept to himself. She called out to him but he just 
stared from the shadow of his hood. The scythe he carried was tall but 
less menacing than mesmerizing. She liked Death after this but had 
yet to see him again. It hurt that she had to hold onto moments or 
people of the past incapable of moving forward into the depths of hell. 

But Death wasn’t of hell or the heavens. He wasn’t of the gods or 
demons. He was consoling. He was the indictment of pure solace or 
pain. Her heartache strung as she listened to her music where she 
escaped into a world of intelligence but she dare not gain self- 
confidence. That would be a mistake. Her dream was that of low self- 
esteem and curious melancholy. Her heart tugged on slowly upon the 
months she spent in her room watching videos online and blocking 
people from contact with her phone. Was she spoiled to be living this 
lifestyle? She decided she didn’t really care and assumed the role of 
hopeless memories that faded so much that she wondered if she had 
imagined it all. It was not just her depression but her addiction to 
sadness that brought her to break her razors and cut her forearm. It 
was all too much to bear. Seldom were the moments characterized not 
by grief but by distraction. Hopelessness became an aspiration or her 
pain had broken her. She guessed that girl would now be called Lilith. 
Just a thought. 


1000 Games of Chess 
by Lain Vogel 


This archive is incomplete. 


I studied with a wooden board and two sets of glass pieces, the 
second for if I ever lost a piece. My knights always face to the left as 
they do in the diagrams of my books. I move and place the pieces 
delicately and in the very center of their squares. It pleases me. Ona 


capture I first take the piece I plan to capture and only then move the 
other. This is a collection of 1000 games I played on lichess.org with a 
time control of 10+0. I have only annotated the first game, #0, but I 
wanted to archive my progress. All the other games were played upon 
the completion of the 20+ books on my shelf. The only book I 
refrained from reading was "Modern Chess Openings" by Korn & 
Collins because it's above my level. The most difficult book I read was 
"Basic Chess Endings" by Reuben Fine. I usually spend 20 minutes 
solving tactics before playing in order to practice. I prefer to play 
Black as I feel it better suits my personality where White attacks but 
Black observes. I only play 1. d4 openings as White and with Black I 
generally play The Sicilian, The Caro-Kann, The Queen's Gambit, or 
the Nimzo-Indian. Anything else is unknown territory. I often think to 
myself 'it is important to understand.' Alright! Here is the archive of 
my games: 


Game #0 as White: 1. d4 f5 I don’t know how to play the dutch 
but I managed to do fairly well this game. 2. Nc3 I think this move 
was wrong. Nf6 Good move. 3. f4 I get worried about the backwards 
Pawn on e3. g6 4. Nf3 But at least I get this! Bg7 5. Bd2 Maybe e3 
was better in order to open the King Bishop’s eyes. O-O 6. e3 d6 7. 
Bc4+ Kh8 Probably better than walking into a pin with e6. 8. Qe2 Qe8 
9. O-O-O e6 10. h3 Maybe bad for tempo. d5 I believe this Pawn 
structure is called The Stonewall. 11. Bb5 Bd7 12. Ne5 Bxb5 13. Nxb5 
Threatens the fork. Qd8 14. Bb4 Ne4 15. Bxf8 He hanged a Rook. 
Qxf8 16. Nxc7 Wins the other Rook. Nc6 17. Nxa8 Bxe5 18. dxe5 Qxa8 
19. Kb1 Qc8 20. Qb5 This was a bad move. a6 21. Qb6 Nf2 I forgot the 
queen guarded this fork. 22. Rhf1 Nxd1 23. Rxd1 h5 24. g4 Pawns are 
tricky. d4 25. exd4 Qd7 26. c3 Qd5 27. gxfS exf5 Gives me two 
connected passed Pawns. 28. Rg1 Qe4+ 29. Kal Qe3 30. a3 I can’t 
believe I hanged this rook. Qxg1+ 31. Ka2 Qf1 32. Qxb7 Qc4+ 33. 
Qb3 Qxb3+ 34. Kxb3 g5 35. fxg5 f4 36. d5 I hoped this would work. I 
don’t think I had the time to get the third passed Pawn involved. Ne7 
37. d6 Nc6 38. d7 Kg8 39. e6 Kf8 40. Kc4 Chase the Pawn! f3 41. Kd3 
f2 42. Ke2 Ke7 43. g6 Kf6 44. g7 Kxg7 45. e7 Kf7 46. d8=Q This move 
was a little tricky. 1-0 Success. The remainder of my games will not be 
analysed. 


The Isolation of Chess 
by Lain Vogel 


The policy is as follows. If we’re listening to music nobody is 
allowed to speak. This is why I don’t want friends. It’s bad noise. I 
think Ill never talk to anybody ever again. I think I’ll never look 
somebody else in the eyes. I just want to be alone. At times I think I 
like people but then I return to my comfortably dark room enveloped 
by fear. I don’t think these interactions are helping me anymore. I 
think I’m being hurt. I’m smart enough to know when I should stop. I 
want to be alone. I want nothing but this. Longing consumes me 
deeply but all my love is fictional, a concept. To be frank I can’t focus 
on it or explore it while I’m surrounded by the perpetual nonsensical 
absurdity of the outside world. I wish a world did not exist outside my 
room. I wish I could never leave. I think I’ll try my best to create this 
type of situation. 

Every single day I don’t want to wake up. Every single day I 
think about killing myself. Every single day I consider whether or not 
my life is meaningless if I spend it by myself. Every single day I 
contemplate the fact that the outside world is merely wicked anxiety. 
Every single day I desire silence. Every single day I keep to myself. 
Every single day I fantasize of a girl who doesn’t exist anymore. Every 
single day I focus on my broken heart trying not to let go or forget. 
Every single day I hurt because I can’t recall the things she said to 
me. Every single day I fantasize of a life in which I could have met 
her. Every single day I wish I could sleep. Every single day I sleep. 
Every single day I decide I don’t like the past anymore. Every single 
day I analyse Chess positions. 

Death crept towards me like the sophisticated melancholic 
sobriety of nothingness. I felt Him as He ran His cold finger along the 
skin of my scarred forearm where there was the tattoo which stated 
‘heartache.’ It was at this point I understood what was really going 
on. There was no purple galaxy so therefore I had no future. My black 
galaxy was what I must seek to pursue in this ghostly form I now 
encompass. I shall no longer be in denial of the cold fact that all the 
beautiful things of childhood have vanished only to be replaced or 


manifested by the bittersweet anguish of the skull I could barely make 
out beneath the shadow of His hood. 

He was the droplet of miserable suffering that beckoned my 
waters to ripple out to nowhere, the edges of outer space. It was here 
at The Universe’s End where The Dark Dragon of Enigmatic 
Hollowness floated. It was hard to explain but not hard to understand. 
This was further than ghost level. This was real death. This was the 
place where only logical reason or the depths of profundity could only 
stand. Any less would be a disservice to my former self if you could 
even call this existing. Absurdity didn’t belong here. Dreams would 
never be fulfilled here. Here was the embodiment of hopelessness and 
like a parasite it fed on my soul but this was no hell. It was a draining 
love story of relaxation heavily focused on healing all that I did not 
deserve. It happened almost in an instant but not quite by the 
accumulation of momentary tears. This was my void galaxy of opaque 
isolation. This was my black galaxy. This was The Death of Triple Cs. 
It almost seemed impossible. 

It was horrible in contrast to its most beautiful prominence. It 
was a seldom dark blessing of The Grim Reaper, Death. I was the only 
one. There was nobody else. Pure isolation. Anxiety existed here. 
Anxiety or comfort battled each other in the form of a permanent 
robotrip. This was not an afterlife but an illogically distant state of 
being where the body is not removed from thought but becomes an 
imprecise amalgam of pain and memories not recalled but not 
forgotten as a blur. There was another but it was not a person. I could 
not fathom The Dragon although I thought it was possible. It was a 
paradoxical ocean of doubt. It was misery unbeknownst to anyone but 
myself or The Dragon for I could not tell. It wasn’t purgatory. It was 
outside outer space. It was my longing for something else. I was 
scared but deeply relaxed. 

Triple Cs was like a galaxy so I wanted to explore my galaxy. I 
only felt like myself on this drug. Take me to the 4th plateau. I want to 
listen to beautiful music. This isn't good for my body. I should give it 
up at some point but it's difficult to quit. I love cough medicine. If I 
were to die young it would hurt but It may be a disservice to my 
former self not to. Not everything is okay but don't mind me. I'm the 
K3Kid. I always will be until I die. I only have one life but I think I'll 


stay in this place. I don't want to die anymore. I want to feel good by 
means of sobriety. I want to be alone in my room. I think I'll study 
some Chess. I want to. I believe I possess some type of genius which 
stems from my mediocrity and unique isolation. I think in some way or 
another I really have performed black magic but it’s permanently 
affected me. I’m forever outside my body now. Forever tripping; 
forever the black galaxy of Death. I’m an adult now. There is no 
purple; no future. All I desire is safety, comfort, intelligence, music, 
my books and my lonesome plus depression. I'll never have her. I want 
to be blue again. The End. 


